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Two Leaves of Swinburne's
Manuscript of Lesbia Brandon

A few weeks ago, an American collector of the wntmgs of
A. C. Swinburne (1837-1909) sauntered into a New York City bookshop, and purchased (for a rather moderate amount) two unidentified
leaves of manuscript in the handwriting of the great poet. These subsequently proved to be missing portions of the text of a novel unpublished
until 1952 when it was then issued under the title Lesbia Brandon (London: The Falcon Press), edited by Randolph Hughes with - as he
stated on the title-page - "An historical and critical commentary being
largely a study (and elevation) of Swinburne as a novelist".
The writing on one leaf fits in at the end of Chapter I, which Mr.
Hughes was forced to cut off in the middle of a sentence with the statement: [Portion of manuscript missing]. The other leaf supplies the text
of the beginning of Chapter II which, in the book, begins with a fragmentary sentence preceded by the same notation: [Portion of manuscript
missing].
The incomplete manuscript of the novel used by Mr. Hughes is in
The British Museum.
The first American publication of Lesbia Brandon took place when
it appeared as a part of the volume entitled The Novels of A. C. Swinburne, with an introduction by Mr. Edmund Wilson (New York: Farrar,
Straus and Cudahy, 1962), followed by a paperback edition issued by
The Noonday Press, New York, in 1963. In both these American editions
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the same phrase - [Portion of manuscript missing] of Chapter I and the beginning of Chapter II.

appears at the end

For details regarding the recovery and acquisition of these longmissing manuscript leaves (written over a hundred years ago), one may
refer to the articles published in various periodicals: the Syracuse, New
York, Post-Standard, 6 February 1967, by Mr. Charles Barney; the
London, England, Times, 7 February (Reuter dispatch); the Syracuse
Herald-Journal, 8 February; The Daily Telegraph and Morning Post,
London, England, 8 February; and the Daily Orange, Syracuse University, 8 February. The Associated Press sent an account to its affiliates,
and the story was published in newspapers over the country from coast
to coast.
Chapter I in Lesbia Brandon introduces two characters: Margaret
Seyton and her brother, Herbert (between nine and ten years old, some
years her junior), and describes their physical appearances and characteristics, almost twin-like despite the difference in their ages.
In both the English (Hughes) and the American (Wilson) editions
this chapter ends with these sentences and fragment:
The face and hands of both were perceptibly nervous and
sensitive, his perhaps more perceptibly than hers. As the least
contact of anything sharp would graze the skin unawares and
draw blood before they knew it, so the lightest touch of pain or
pleasure would strike and sting their nerves to the quick. In
bright perfect health they were as susceptible in secret of harsh
sounds, of painful sights and odours, as anyone born weaklier
[Hughes has: born born weaklier]; whatever they had to suffer
and enjoy came to them hot and strong, untempered and unallayed. Both had the courage of their kind, nervous and fearless; inherited
At the top of the page of one of the leaves (verso blank), in six
lines of Swinburne's handwriting, the above fragment is completed and
the following sentences added:
with the features and the blood of their father. She was larger
for a girl than he was for a boy; neither carried much weight of
muscle, but Herbert was too light and slight for his stature, and
there was not much of that; he had more agility than inches,
and was made rather to swim and climb than to fight or pull.
Both were easy to startle and hard to frighten; easy to irritate
or decoy, hard to reclaim or subdue.
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"WITH THE FEATURES AND THE BLOOD OF THEIR FATHER."
Slightly reduced reproduction of Swinburne's handwriting on the page marked: 4 (a).

Between the top edge of the paper (foolscap of very light greyish
blue, watermarked with design of seated Britannia in oval surmounted
by crown, undated) and Swinburne's writing in black ink is the page
number in pencil: 4 (a).
In the English and American editions Chapter II commences with a
fragment and the following sentences:
the senses and the flesh. Having cried for a time, he slept; and
at his waking felt first the bitterness of mere cold. The old
servant came and took him back, knowing that he knew his
father was dead.
On the second leaf, one of the pages is 'completely covered from
top to bottom by twenty-nine lines of Swinburne's handwriting; the
verso is blank. There is no chapter number or title, but between the top
edge of the paper and Swinburne's writing in black ink is the page
number in pencil: 5 a. (In connection with these pencil paginations, see
the Hughes edition, Commentary, p. 458; and footnote, p. 461.)
A transcription of the twenty-nine lines is as follows:
A little after the marriage her father died. He was not ill
two days; he died easily without taking much notice of his boy.
Towards the end the old servant kept Herbert out of the room;
he went and sat down by the burn-side, waiting till she came
out. He cried at intervals, feeling a weight and chill of pain
upon his mind, bruised in spirit by suspense and perplexity.
The cold low sunshine of a March afternoon made the pale surf
and yellow swollen water look sadder than under clouds or
dusk. In the child's eyes this whole face of things looked doubtful and false; he held up one hand and watched it, wondering
if this even were real. Something more bitter than fear had
fallen upon him; with which fear also began slowly to mix and
invade him as from without. A sense of division from his individual life touched and vexed him vaguely; a sense as though
he were losing all separate will or conscience of being, and
moving as one indeed more in the melancholy machine of
which the water and trees, long wan land and dead sad heaven,
were other parts. It struck him as strangest among strange
things that this boy sitting dumb and numb with pain should
be himself; he seemed to know of another child living in his
place, called by his name and mixed up with the little things of
his life; to feel himself as something not real but yet alive
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enough to watch in a dull confused way this life that was
supposed his own. His father and sister had a son and brother,
but this was not he; and what he was he could not conceive;
only that all these things were wrong somewhere, full of error
and lies, shadows and masks without form above or face behind. The life now fading and falling off his father seemed not
more unsubstantial than his own; and this once gone, what was
left worth leaving? What worthless bodiless ghost or expelled
soul? Presently through all these dreams and doubts, felt
sharply and seen faintly, known or not known, the deep vital
sting and sickness of bodily love pierced and swelled; fear unmistakable and unavoidable grief had hold of him, as it were by
Literary authorities consulted so far (Randolph Hughes died in
1955) have agreed in an unqualified opinion that these two hitherto unprinted and unpublished pages in Swinburne's unmistakable handwriting
fit right in the manuscript of his novel now known as Lesbia Brandon, one
at the end of Chapter I and the other at the beginning of Chapter II, as
snugly as do pieces in a jigsaw puzzle. But similarly remarkable is another feature of this episode: the American Swinburnian who recently
came unsuspectingly upon the two long-missing portions is the same
person who, back in the late 1940's and early 1950's, was attempting to
help Randolph Hughes eliminate the hiatus by carrying on an intensive
search for the leaves among public and private libraries and collectors
throughout this country. One may read Hughes' acknowledgment of his
"great obligation" to this individual in the Foreword, p. xxiii, of his
edition of Lesbia Brandon.

Maurice Thompson and Mr. Warren E. Day
MR. WARREN E. DAY, highly respected businessman and longtime
distinguished citizen of Syracuse and New York, has been greatly interested and most helpful in the rare book program at Syracuse University.
A while back his activities along this line developed to the point where
his name was appearing on the mailing lists of quite a number of dealers
here and abroad, and he was soon snowed under by an avalanche of rare
book catalogues. His batting average with orders from these lists was
not as high as he wanted it to be, and although he was able to acquire
such items as the 1733 Voltaire (reported in The Courier No. 25), a
copy of the first edition of Kennett's English translation of Eramus'
Moriae Encomium, with forty-six copperplates by Hans Holbeine, Lon-
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don, 1709, a 1640 Elzevir, and other unusually interesting volumes, all
of which were presented to the Library, Mr. Day decided a surer way
to success in the acquisition of rare books was to enter the lists conducted
in the auction galleries of various establishments in New York City and
elsewhere.
In this highly competitive area, Mr. Day has been successful to the
extent that he is now batting one thousand. A most desirable book he
recently ran away with at an auction, and presented to Syracuse University, is a superb copy of the first edition of Hoosier Mosaics, the first book
by Maurice Thompson, outstanding literary figure of the Middle West
of the late nineteenth century, who really did not achieve any great
nationwide success until the publication in 1900 of his novel entitled
Alice of Old Vincennes.
Thompson was born in 1844 at Fairfield, Indiana, of southern
parents, spent his boyhood in Georgia, served valiantly for three years
in the Confederate Army, and then returned to Indiana where he practised law at Crawfordsville until about 1884-5, when he abandoned the
legal profession, and henceforth devoted himself exclusively to literary
pursuits.
Although some twenty-two volumes of Thompson's novels, stories,
verse, and essays were published, Alice of Old Vincennes, his last effort
- he died at Crawfordsville in 1901 - clearly outranks all his other
endeavors, and is the one by which he is remembered today.
Hoosier Mosaics, an entertaining series of dialect sketches and short
stories, was issued in 1875 by E. J. Hale & Son, publishers of Murray
Street, New York City, 196 pages of text, bound in silk-finished mesh
cloth (various colors) over flexible boards, and was dedicated by the
author to his father, the Rev. Matthew Grigg Thompson, a Baptist
minister.
The best bibliography of Maurice Thompson is in the volume
entitled Seven Authors of Crawfordsville, Indiana, by Dorothy Ritter
Russo and Thelma Lois Sullivan (Indianapolis, Indiana: Indiana Historical Society, 1952), and the Day copy (in original green binding)
collates with the description of Hoosier Mosaics, given on pages 179-180,
even down to the parts poorly inked and the pages which contain defective type, none of which oddities appear to be evidence of later issue.
The Russo-Sullivan description contains the note that there is "no
binder's leaf front or back," that is, nothing that furnishes the name of
the original binder of the edition, but in the Day copy, on the inside back
cover, this information is furnished in the form of a small oblong blue
binder's ticket which reads: Geo. W. Alexander, Binder, New York.
6

Concerning any author, it is always most desirable to have a pristine
copy of his first published work. There are some bibliophiles who collect
nothing but such books, and in 1965, the Seven Gables Bookshop of
New York City issued a beautifully printed and scholarly-compiled
Catalogue 30 consisting exclusively of descriptions of 320 First Books
by American Authors. Evidently copies of Thompson's Hoosier Mosaics
are so uncommon and hard to come by that it was not possible to obtain
one to be offered in this excellent and unusually interesting catalogue.
Later on, additional reports will be given concerning Mr. Day's
other peregrinusings in the auction room.

Cannonballs Anybody?
to rare books and manuscripts, for reasons too lengthy
and perhaps complicated, The Mayfield Library at Syracuse University
also has the following: a daub of yarn from the wool of Mary's Little
Lamb (Oh, yes! There was a real Mary and a real lamb ) ; a book bound
in goat skin, with the hair on; a most interesting piece of scrimshaw; the
original Parliamentary records of the trial of Lord Byron's uncle for
murder (How did they get out of the British Archives?); a prayer in
the Pali language dating back to 950 B.C.; an ash tray made from a shell
fired at Pearl Harbor; a beautiful Magillah; the first telephone directory
in the world; a piece of the original roof of Old North Church of Paul
Revere fame, built in 1723; the first dollar earned by Karl J. Christoffel;
Bishop Mead's communion service; John Wesley's teapot; a collection
of World War I posters; Dorothy Thompson's graduation gown; a lock
of Robert Louis Stevenson's hair; a Revolutionary War powder horn;
a lady's muff derringer; and a Civil War Springfield rifle, to name only
a few of the oddments which have been collected over the years.
IN ADDITION

Last week, Mr. Borden Clarke, the genial gentleman and well-known
book dealer of Morrisburg, Ontario, offered the following: "Matched pair
of 1812 Cannonballs in original Artillery Transport Case, hand-made.
Found in loft at Chrysler's Farm, site of 1812 Battle there. Not fired by
the British. Guaranteed authentic."
This seemed to be just a little too much, so the kind and thoughtful
offer was not accepted. The line has to be drawn somewhere.
7
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WALTER F. McCALEB AND ONE OF HIS FRIENDS
Dr. McCaleb and John S. Mayfield in front of the shelves at Syracuse University containing the former's
gift of his manuscripts and notebooks and first and rare editions of his writings. The picture, taken at the
dedication of The Mayfield Library, 20 May 1966, shows Dr. McCaleb holding a copy of one of his latest
books: The Mier Expedition. Dr. McCaleb died in Texas on 2 March 1967.

Walter F. McCaleb
ON 2 MARCH 1967, Walter Flavius McCaleb exchanged Time for
Eternity.
He was born in Texas in 1873, and he died in Texas on Texas
Independence Day. He was a Texian through and through, a gentleman
of the first order, and a distinguished scholar; and he was a lot more.

On 17 May last, Mrs. McCaleb was elected to his place on the
Board of Trustees of Syracuse University Library Associates.

A V aluable Taste

W

ERE I TO PAY for a taste that should stand me in stead under
every variety of circumstances and be a source of happiness and cheerfulness to me during life, and a shield against its ills, however things
might go amiss and the world frown upon me, it would be a taste for
reading. Give a man this taste and a means of gratifying it, and you can
hardly fail of making him a happy man; unless, indeed, you put into his
hands a most perverse selection of books. You place him in contact
with the best society in every period of history - with the wisest, the
wittiest, the tenderest, the bravest, and the purest characters who have
adorned humanity. You make him a denizen of all nations, a contemporary of all ages. The world has been created for him.
I.H.

Sinclair Lewis: Copyreader in Extenso
. HARRY SINCLAIR LEWIS (1885-1951), the first American author
to be awarded the Nobel Prize for distinction in world Literature (1930),
graduated from Yale University, Class of 1907, floated around the country for a while, and then landed in New York City. There he obtained
employment with the distinguished publishing firm of Frederick A. Stokes
Company, and tinkered with his writing career whenever he had the
opportunity.

Lewis' duties at Stokes included reading manuscripts submitted for
publication, writing publicity and advertisements, and ever so often he
was entrusted with the job of checking galleys and re-checking page
proofs of writings in the process of being printed. His starting salary was
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FROM THE TENDERFOOT TO THE COPYREADER
Photographed from the Original by Mr. Harold J. NisnofJ·
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ten dollars a week, later increased to twelve fifty, and then upped
again to the staggering amount of fifteen dollars. This was in October
1910, and Lewis was twenty-five years old. He stuck with Stokes until
October 1912.
During this two-year period, the firm accepted for publication a
book written by an unusually talented young man named George Borup,
one of Lewis' 1907 Yale Classmates. Borup had a great yearning for
travel and exploration and had induced Commodore Robert Edwin
Peary to give him a place as assistant on the North Polar Expedition of
1908-09, during which Peary finally succeeded in reaching his goal, the
Pole. Upon his return, Borup wrote a very exciting account of his experiences, and it was this which Frederick A. Stokes Company published in
March 1911 under the title: A Tenderfoot with Peary, with a preface
by G. W. Melville, Rear Admiral, U.S.N. Retired, and forty-six illustrations from photographs and a map, 317 pages.
Borup presented a copy of the book to Lewis with the following
inscription in ink on the free front endpaper: "To my classmate H. S.
Lewis, in high appreciation of all he did for the Tenderfoot. George
Borup." Above ·the inscription in pencil Lewis wrote this notation:
"Tenderfoot w. Peary. Copyread in extenso by Sinclair Lewis. N.Y.
1911. SL."
Borup was honored by appointment as Assistant Curator of Geology
in the American Museum of Natural History, did work with the U.S.
Geological Survey and the Department of Geology at Yale University,
and had been selected as one of the leaders for another scientific polar
expedition which was to leave Nova Scotia in July 1912. On a Sunday
afternoon in late April of that year, Borup and a friend were out in a
canoe near Crescent Beach, Connecticut. Tragedy struck, the canoe
capsized, and the two were drowned. (See Bulletin of American Geographical Society, Vol. XLIV, No.6, pages 429-30, New York,
June 1912.)
The copy of A Tenderfoot with Peary which Borup inscribed to
Sinclair Lewis and in which Lewis recorded his connection with the
publication over half a century ago is in the Library at Syracuse University, and may be seen, examined, and of course read by anyone who
wishes to do so. Needless to say, it is carefully preserved among the rare,
scarce, and unusual volumes in the Library.

Immovable Type

ALL READERS of The Courier - the most intelligent and the least
skeptical of people - are expected to know that Johann Gutenberg
11

(1400?-?1468) is generally credited with the invention of printing from
movable type, and that his greatest achievement was the production of
the so-called Gutenberg Bible.
But what about immovable type? Who knows what was the first
book produced which wholly superseded the use of movable type? Who
did it and where?
There is a copy of this unusual book in Syracuse University Library,
and if you are interested in seeing it, and do not know what it is or
where it may be found, ask the Curator of Manuscripts and Rare Books,
the Editor of The Courier, or Mr. B. Frank Slye of Baldwinsville,
New York.

Fred Ellis: Artist

T

HE LATE FRED ELLIS can readily be identified as one of the
Aristocratic Protestants who constituted the vanguard of the Government's Opposition which wrought so many changes in the social and
economic structure of this country during the past fifty years, that is,
since the end of World War I. His was of the highest type of logical
criticism, and because of that, many of the reforms he advocated have
long since been instituted and accepted as a normal part of American life.
The force of Ellis' art work was that of a bolt of lightning, a clap
of thunder, or a fissure weaving and widening down the middle of a road
during an earthquake. Other times it was tender; some times it was
classical. It derived not from what he had read of social change and
disorder, for it is known that he read little or nothing along this line,
but from his own natural feelings and impressions gained by personal
observations, experiences, and analyses.
Ellis was born in Chicago on 5 July 1885, and first became interested
in art while attending Chicago Normal School and Colonel Francis
Parker's Progressive School, the first progressive school of its kind in
Chicago. While still in his teens, Ellis worked in Frank Lloyd Wright's
office, and later in an engraving shop. For a while he worked in the
Stockyards, but when a strike was called there in 1905, he went to art
school for three months, the only formal art training he ever had.
Ellis then obtained employment with General Outdoor Advertising
as a sign painter's helper, and then as journeyman, during which time
he took a correspondence course in cartooning, and by 1919 was selling
his productions to numerous publications. In time he moved to New
York City and became a regular contributor to the Daily Worker. By
1930, he was in Berlin, studying and working, and then he moved on to
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FRED ELLIS: Artist
(1885-1965)

Moscow and the Soviet Union where he spent six years, drawing cartoons
for Pravda, Trud, Izvestia, Moscow Daily News, and many other papers
and journals, and illustrating books for Soviet publishing houses. Some
of his works are owned and exhibited by various Soviet museums and
art galleries.
Back in New York City, Ellis continued his work as editorial cartoonist with ,the Daily Worker, and also produced illustrations for such
magazines as Ken, New Masses, Fortune, Scribner's Commentator, and
trade union periodicals. He exhibited at the Museum of Modern Art of
New York City, and many of his pieces were sent on the Museum's
traveling exhibitions throughout ,the country. For some years, Ellis
taught at the American Artists School of New York City, where some
of his fellow teachers and associates were other prominent artists such
as Art Young, William Gropper, John Groth, Margaret Bourke-White,
Rockwell Kent, Carl Zigrosser, and Louis Slobodkin. In 1953, he was
13

represented in the great exhibition in Copenhagen of "Artists of the
World in the Service of Progress."
In late 1960, Ellis' good friend Rockwell Kent wrote him: "You
have doubtless heard that you were well represented at the show of
Soviet-owned American art held some months ago at the Pushkin
Museum in Moscow. Organized by the eminent critic, Andrei Chegodaev,
it aimed to restore the Soviet people's respect for American art, which
had been so damaged by the official show at our Moscow exhibition
last summer. Your own work is held in great respect."
Because of ill health, Ellis was obliged to retire in 1955, and ten
years later, when he died, an old personal friend, Harry Freeman, wrote
the following tribute to him:
There was no public funeral for him. He didn't want one.
There will be no monuments of stone to mark his remains.
He didn't want them. But there are monuments enough in the
thousands of drawings and paintings which Fred Ellis left
behind him.
No flowers, no bugles, no monuments, no pomp or ceremony for Fred Ellis. He didn't want them. He was a simple,
modest man. He was a great artist. But he never thought of
himself as such. He was a worker-artist or artist-worker, as
you choose. He did his work with great skill and imagination,
but felt only that it was a job that he could do. He never
thought, as some artists do, that there was anything special
about him. If people tried, as they sometimes did, to place a
halo over his head, he would quietly brush it off.
Ellis died on June 8, 1965. He would have been eighty
years old on July 5. It was a long life, a full life. Except for
his very early years, all of it was devoted to art. His art was
not the art of the salons. It was not dictated by the changing
whims of bourgeois fashion. Skillful as it was, it was the art of
a simple man of the people. It was like the art of Daumier,
whom Ellis greatly admired, or the art of Kathe Kollwitz.
In his late years, Ellis devoted much of his time to oil
painting. These works, like his caricatures on a different level,
reflected the artist's boundless sense of humanism.
Ellis was as American as the sprawling city of Chicago
in which he was born. But his powerful drawings touched the
hearts of peoples in all continents. In them there is a deep
understanding of the human condition, compassion for· the
sufferings of man, hatred for cruelty and injustice, and abiding
faith that a better world can be made.
14

Through the good offices of Mr. Martin Kamin of New York City,
internationally known bookman, a benefactor of the University for several
years in numerous ways, recipient of the Syracuse Post-Standard Award
for 1964, and a friend of the Ellis family for many years, Mrs. Ellis
recently elected The Mayfield Library at Syracuse University as the
repository of a selected collection of her distinguished husband's original
drawings, illustrations, sketches, and cartoons in crayon, ink, water
color, and chalk. There are eighty-three pieces, signed and unsigned,
varying in sizes from 8 x 12 inches to 24 x 36 inches, representing the
artist's work during various stages of his adult life. With these fine examples of Ellis's art work, Mrs. Ellis also presented a file of original letters
by, to, and about her husband.
All of this unusually interesting material is in The Mayfield Library,
and may be viewed and examined by anyone during regular library hours.

My Books
STRANGE INDEED are the vicissitudes which befall books, stranger
even than the happenings in human life. All men are not as considerate
of books as I am; I wish they were. Many times I have felt the deepest
compassion for noble volumes in the possession of persons wholly incapable of appreciating them. The helpless books seemed to appeal to me
to rescue them, and too many times I have been tempted to snatch them
from their inhospitable shelves, and march them away to a pleasant
refuge beneath my own comfortable roof tree.
Too few people seem to realize that books have feelings. But if I
know one thing better than another I know this, that my books know me
and love me. When of a morning I awaken I cast· my eyes about my
room to see how fare my beloved treasures, and as I cry cheerily to them,
"Good-day to you, sweet friends!" how lovingly they beam upon me,
and how glad they are that my repose has been unbroken. When I take
them from their places, how tenderly do they respond to the caresses of
my hands, and with what exultation do they respond unto my call for
sympathy!
Laughter for my gayer moods, distraction for my cares, solace for
my griefs, gossip for my idler moments, tears for my sorrows, counsel
for my doubts, and assurance against my fears - these things my books
give me with a promptness and a certainty and a cheerfulness which are
more than human; so that I were less than human did I not love these
comforters and bear eternal gratitude to them.
E.F.
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"DUST OF SNOW," BY ROBERT FROST
Facsimile of manuscript poem written by Robert Frost and given to an
admirer on 23 April 1924. The poet was forty-nine years old, the admirer
was nineteen. The verses were published in Frost's Pulitzer Prize volume New
Hampshire. From the original in The Mayfield Library, Syracuse University.
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Mr. Winningham of Texas
By JOHN Moss
(Editor's Note: The following article appeared first in the Mexia,
Texas, Daily News, 23 April 1967, and is here reprinted with the
permission of the author who is also the editor of this newpaper
which has been in "Continuous Publication Since 1899.")

A FORMER state legislator living in Mexia [Limestone County,
Texas] had more than casual interest in a recent story in the Mexia
Daily News concerning the infamous "Santa Claus robbery" at Cisco
forty years ago.
George W. Winningham, of 921 East Glendale Street, knew the
young man who dressed himself in a Santa Claus suit and walked into
the First National Bank of Cisco two days before Christmas of 1927
and held it up.
The Santa Claus bandit, lynched two years later by a mob in Eastland County, was Marshall Ratliff, twelve or thirteen years old when
Mr. Winningham taught school at Barber in West Texas in the years
prior to the twenties.
Mr. Winningham, still a salty old gentleman who speaks his mind
without hesitation, had a reputation as being a tough teacher. His students
had to "toe the line."
Young Marshall was known as a troublemaker in his early days
and he didn't go to school. Mr. Winningham said, "He didn't go to my
school because he was afraid of me, but what he didn't know was that I
was afraid of him, too."
Quite a few of the school students in those days were mean and tough
and school teachers were often their victims. Mr. Winningham carried a
pistol and the toughs knew it. He didn't have any trouble.
Mr. Winningham returned to his home grounds in Limestone
County in 1919, and lost touch with Marshall Ratliff and the young man's
family. Bob Fortson, Mr. Winningham's brother-in-law, also lived in
West Texas, and he too knew Ratliff. He knew him to be a crack shot
with a pistol.
Sometime after Mr. Winningham returned to Limestone County,
Ratliff was sentenced to prison for robbing the Bangs bank, but was later
paroled by the only womap ever to serve as Governor of Texas, "Ma"
Ferguson.
Ratliff had three confederates the day he entered the Cisco bank.
Soon the cry of "Bank Robbery!" was sounded and citizens came running
with their guns. The robbers abducted two little girls and used them as
shields, but gunfire broke out just the same.
17

One of the robbers, Louis Davis, was fatally wounded. Cisco Police
Chief G. E. (Bit) Bedford died in the gunfight. Alex Spears, bank cashier,
was shot in the jaw. George Carmichael was also wounded.
The robbers made their getaway but were caught a few days later.
The little girls used as hostages were released earlier, unharmed.
Ratliff and Henry Helms were sentenced to die. Helms was eventually executed. Robert Hill received a life sentence and was paroled after
a time. He now lives in Texas under an assumed name.
Condemned to die, Ratliff was returned to Eastland County for a
sanity hearing. He feigned paralysis among other things to obtain the
hearing, and continued his pose when returned to jail at Cisco.
Mr. Winningham received a letter from Marshall's mother, asking
him to go to Cisco and testify that her son was of unsound mind. "I didn't
go though, because I remembered Marshall as being a very bright boy,"
the Mexia man said.
When the first opportunity presented itself, Ratliff ended his pose.
He snatched the gun of the aging Eastland County Jailer, Uncle Tom
Jones, and shot him to death. He failed to escape, however.
Soon a crowd, estimated at 2,000 or more, overpowered Officer
Pack Kilborn and took Ratliff from his cell. They hanged him with a
rope thrown over a wire between two utility poles. The rope broke and
according to the code of the Old West, Ratliff should have been freed.
Freedom for the killer was the farthest thing from the mind of the lynch
mob. Another rope was produced and Ratliff was hanged again. The
second rope didn't break.
The man who remembers this story so well, George W. Winningham, was born and reared in Limestone County. He attended Shiloh
School and summer schools at Groesbeck, Thornton, and Tehuacana.
He recalls that the late Weaver Barnett was one of his teachers.
He earned a first and second grade teaching certificate and taught
at Barber, Mount Zion, Dulin, at Frost Creek near Horn Hill, at Bethel,
south of Shiloh, and at Pleasant Grove, near Big Hill.
In 1932, Mr. Winningham, who calls himself an Independent when
it comes to politics, was elected to the Texas Legislature, and made
quite a name for himself as he waged hot fights against what he considered not best for the interests of the people.
He fought against lobbies and his facts concerning lobbies were
placed in the platform of the Democratic Party of Texas at the state
convention in Galveston in September of 1934.
The fiery legislator from Limestone County fought against legalized
horse racing and joined in the vigorous campaign against a state sales
tax. It was Mr. Winningham who wrote the literature for the statewide
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anti-sales tax campaign.
Thanks to conservative-thinking men such as George W. Winningham, the Forty-third Legislature posted a record few other state governing bodies can equal. The Forty-third Legislature slashed state spending
nearly $14 million in 1933 in addition to paying off an old past Confederate war debt amounting to $20 million.
Recalling his days in the Texas Legislature, Mr. Winningham says,
"I campaigned against all new burdens of taxation on the residents of
Texas."
Although he was urged by his friends to seek a second term, Mr.
Winningham declined. "I couldn't even take my wife to Austin with me
on the pay legislators got in those days," he said, "so the truth is, I just
couldn't afford to be a state representative."
Upon his retirement from the Legislature, Mr. Winningham came
back to his farm in Limestone County. He tells it this way. "I returned
to my place between the plow handles at Kickapoo."
His avid interest in politics never waned, however, and he continued to let his tough attitude against reckless spending in government
be known by writing for a number of publications, including the old
Waco Record, the Fredericksburg Radio Post, and the EI Campo News.
He would do his thinking as he trod behind his mule-drawn plow
during the day, and would put his thoughts down on paper by the flickering light of a kerosene lamp at night. His advice was sought by many.
Mr. Winningham is quick to offer his opinion on issues of the day.
For instance, he has this to say about proposals to increase the sales tax
to three cents on the dollar: "If the money keeps coming in, the legislators will find a way to spend it."
In regard to putting more and more people on the payroll, Mr.
Winningham said, "We have so many people in government now that
services are being duplicated."
Mr. Winningham is not altogether critical. He sees good in the city
option sales tax bill. He likes the idea of the money staying at home and
paying for improvements and services at home. "When we send money
to Austin or to Washington, we are not likely to get much of it back,"
he observes.
On any afternoon, Mr. Winningham may be seen pushing his oldfashioned lawn mower in his front yard, but he is always ready to take
a short break and talk politics to anyone who stops by.
Editor's Postscript: In the Dallas, Texas, Morning News,
26 March 1966, Mr. Frank X. Tolbert, that superb writer on
people and things of Texas, devoted an entire column to a
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report of his recent visit to Mr. Winningham at his "pleasant
farmhouse on the site of the ghost village of Kickapoo, Limestone County, near the Navasota River."
"I'd told Mr. Winningham," wrote Mr. Tolbert, "that I'd
heard he was called 'The Poet of the Navasot':"
"No, Old Hoot Owl," affirmed George Washington Winningham, a tall, spare man with pale-blue, wise-seeming eyes.
Mr. Tolbert then wrote: "Mr. Winningham has the right
to the rank of poet, if he wished. He has written lots of poetry,
and he has published hundreds of 'gospel songs.' And he has
written a column for many years for Norm Dietel's Fredericksburg Radio Post in the hill country, far from the banks of the
Navasota."
Near the end of his interesting account, Mr. Tolbert confessed, "I was surprised to learn that the bulk of his papers,
his writings, his personal correspondence, some of it with very
well known people, and his 'Texana Collection' have gone to
Syracuse University way up in New York State. Why?"
"Well," said The Old Hoot Owl of the Navasota, "John S.
Mayfield, son of myoId friend, U.S. Senator Earle B. Mayfield
from Texas, is Curator of Manuscripts and Rare Books at
Syracuse University. He asked for my papers and Texana.
No one else had bothered to ask."
That's Mr. Winningham, Gentleman of Texas.

The Language Fallacy
By JOHN M. NOLAN
Editor's Note: Mr. Nolan, Manager of the Printing Division of
Syracuse University Press, is not only an artisan and a craftsman
in his chosen profession, but also a philosophical philologist as is
evidenced by his following statement of a problem he is interested
in sharing with others.

ALMOST EVERYONE thinks of Language primarily as a means of
communication. Over the past few years, in a sort of informal pattern
of inquiry, I have asked the question, "What is Language for?" of hundreds of people in all walks of life.
The answer is almost invariably, "To communicate with."
This, it seems, is one of the great misconceptions of all time. Surely
it is a matter of great convenience that Language can be used to convey
thought to others, but basically and most important, Language is to
think with.
20

Thought travels on words. Even if there were no need to communicate with others, Language would still be needed to activate the thought
processes. Whether or not the words are actually articulated is irrelevant.
Everyone who does any analytical thinking at all realizes that the mechanism of thought won't work without words.
The sad part of it all is that we take Language for granted. We
spend millions for lunar exploration, yet we pay little attention to the
symbols which make possible the exquisite thought processes needed
for lunar research.
Our language itself is allowed to grow "like Topsy." There is no
organized effort to functionalize Language. A dozen different lexicographers claim primacy in the meaning of words. We say that English is a
living Language, but the English of a few generations back is almost
unintelligible today because of changes in meanings and spellings and
pronunciations. Anomalously, the living Languages die while the dead
Languages live.
It's about time we began to build our Language into a scientifically
exact system, designed to aid rather than obstruct the cogitational
process. Many changes will have to be made.
The Language of the future must be strictly phonetic. The gross
inconsistency in spelling in most of the major Languages today is
unacceptable. It is almost as though a deliberate effort has been made
to render them obscure and difficult to learn. Actually today's alphabets
with their capital and small letters are far less functional than their early
counterparts, such as the Hebrew and Devanagari.
Our future Language must be conventional. Each word must mean
the same anywhere, anytime. Semantics must shed its historical character
to become an active and exact Science. An international committee for
each Language group must be organized to work toward the eventual
establishment of a single authentic lexicon, with the ultimate aim, of
course, being Universal World Language.
Holding to a concept which is so diametrically opposed to the
popular view is somewhat disquieting. Such a position would be utterly
untenable if it were not for this surprising circumstance - practically
none of those introduced to the new viewpoint offer any serious argument
against the premise that Language is basic to the thought process.
If it is indeed true that Language is all important in the control mechanism of our thinking, then it is urgently necessary that we
re-evaluate some of the ideas about educational curriculums, which in
recent years have shown an alarming tendency to de-emphasize the
Language Arts.
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We need to read and write and speak our Language better, not
because we need to communicate better, but because we need to think
better. In this area the possibilities for Creative Research are limitless,
for the field is virtually untouched.
What the Language of the future will be like depends on the effort
we put forth today toward its development. We are living in the 20th
Century, using a Language built haphazardly over some ten centuries,
based on the Latin alphabet current at the time of Christ, which is
functionally inferior to alphabets known and used during the 15th
Century B. C.
It looks like we have gone a long way in 3500 years - backward.
Maybe it is time we did something about it.

Winslow Honler's Three Little Mice

WI

SLOW HOMER (1836-1910) was one of the greatest artists
and illustrators this country has ever known. He ranks right up at the
very top.
Originals of his work very seldom reach the open market nowadays,
most already having been acquired by public and private libraries, art
galleries, institutions of various kinds, and private collectors who are
not inclined to consider disposing of them by sale. Expertly executed
prints of Homer paintings are in constant demand, and recently there
has developed a decided interest in the collection of books, periodicals,
and sheet music which contain illustrations and sketches by the eminent
artist.
The first book entirely illustrated by Homer (when he was twentytwo years old) was a little thing for children entitled: Eventful History
of Three Little Mice and how they became Blind, published in 1858 by
E. O. Libby & Co., 76 & 78 Washington St., Boston. It is duodecimo
(about 5 x 7 inches in size), and at the top of the front wrapper appear
the original prices: "12th cts. plain" and "25 cts. colored," which means
there were two printings of this original edition, one with the illustrations printed in color and the other with the illustrations just "plain"
black and white. On the title page appears the six-line Mother Goose
roundelay which dates back to 1609:
Three blind mice,
See how they run.
They all run after the farmer's wife,
She cut off their tails with a carving knife;
Did you ever see such a sight in your life,
As three blind mice.
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The frontispiece, showing the farmer's wife in the act of de-tailing
the running rodents, is signed "Homer del.," the abbreviation standing
for the Latin delineavit: he drew it, and while the other illustrations in
the little book are not signed, they are clearly recognizable as Homer's
handiwork. The engraving of the illustrations was done by Victor L. L.
Chandler.
A copy of this delicate and most desirable Winslow Homer item
was offered in a catalogue issued not long ago by Goodspeed's Book
Shop, but an order for it placed by a long distance call from Syracuse
to Boston was too late. The item had been sold only a few minutes before.
Children's books are all very often read to pieces, get marked up,
fall apart, and then thrown away. Once in a while though a batch will
turn up in an old shoe box or trunk in somebody's attic or basement,
garage, or neglected spot out in the barn. This is a plea to all readers of
The Courier and to all supporters of the library program at Syracuse
University to clean out those storage spaces this coming weekend, and
look for a copy of the Eventful History of Three Little Mice. There are
bound to be some more copies around somewhere. If one is found, it is
requested that the Editor of The Courier be notified immediately, and
he will stop whatever he is doing to make proper arrangements to add
the little book to the Winslow Homer Collection at Syracuse University.
It is hoped that sufficient information has been furnished so that a copy
may be readily recognized. The illustration here, showing the frontispiece
and the title page, was taken from the one which appeared in Goodspeed's Catalogue 539, issued last February.
Mr. David Tatham, Dean of Men, an active member of Syracuse
University Library Associates, an authority on Winslow Homer, and an
avid, earnest, and discriminating collector of Homerana, is assisting in
the search for this elusive duodecimo, and has offered a substantial award
to anyone who turns up two copies, one for Syracuse University and
the other for his private collection.

Neglected Author
success of Gone with the Wind (1936,
Pulitzer Prize Novel 1937), many noteworthy northern magazine editors
visited Margaret Mitchell in her home in Atlanta, Georgia, to try to
persuade her to write for their publications. None succeeded, but on one
occasion she did take notice and was pleasantly surprised that one of
the editors had heard of a certain Southern novelist whose name came
into the conversation, a writer "once as popular as Mark Twain," but
now neglected and forgotten.
FOLLOWING THE GREAT
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This writer (1858-1919) produced some of the most readable
fiction of his day; indeed it was as popular as that of the man born in
Florida, but for some time now, his books have been out of print and no
longer read, and it is highly doubtful whether anyone anywhere has ever
gone to the trouble or made the eftort to collect his writings. It is a fact
though that among the rare books in Syracuse University Library there
is quite a collection (though incomplete) of this man's first editions
along with some of the scarce early reprints.
Can you identify this Southern novelist? If you can, and do, and
have copies of any of his writings, they would be most gratefully received
as additions to the collection.
One wonders whether the American reading public and the so-called
literary critics of our day will ever re-discover this now neglected author.

Royal Things
LIBERTY, Freedom, and Independence are royal things that cannot
be presented to, nor thrust upon, races or classes. If races and classes
cannot rise up and by their own strength of brain and brawn, wrest from
the world Liberty, Freedom, and Independence, they never in time can
come to these royal possessions - and if such royal things are kindly
presented to them by superior individuals, on silver platters, they will
know not what to do with them, will fail to make use of them, and will
be what they have always been in the past - inferior races and inferior
classes.
- Jack London, 1916.

The Virginian in Dust Jacket
MONTH BEFORE LAST a Syracuse University Library Associate
book collector bought a copy of the first edition, first printing, of The
Virginian, by Owen Wister (New York, April 1902), original binding, in
very good condition, clean throughout, almost like new. It cost him $35.
Last month another Library Associate book collector bought a copy
of the first edition, first printing, of the same book, same kind of condition, but this one was accompanied by the original dust jacket. It cost
him $80.
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Query: Does this mean that the dust jacket may be valued at $45,
which is $10 more than the value of the book?
In connection with this peculiarity in the prices of books with and
without the original dust jackets, one should refer to The Courier No. 22,
page 13, where the situation is spelled out a little in detail.

Billboard
AN UNUSUAL GIFT came recently to Syracuse University Library
in the form of a collection of 924 single copies of the periodical entitled
The Billboard, dating from 1926 through 1960, a weekly journal of the
amusement world published in Cincinnati, Ohio, until 1961 when it was
combined with Funspot to form Amusement Business.
The kind and thoughtful donors of this collection are Mrs. Rodney
L. Swift of Syracuse and her brother, Mr. Robert Masters of Marcellus,
New York, who made the gift through the good offices of Mr. Frank C.
Love, Syracuse attorney and member of the Board of Trustees of Syracuse University Library Associates. Mr. B. Franklin Slye, noted bibliophile and erudite bookman of Baldwinsville, New York, examined the
collection recently, and declared it to be unusually interesting and especially valuable for research in the history of the entertainment industry.
The collection was formed by a cousin of the father of Mrs. Swift
and Mr. Masters, Harold Lockwood Masters of Redwood, New York,
who was a carnival clown during the early days of his life.

T. R. and F. R.
THROUGHOUT his extraordinary career as rancher, hunter, soldier,
and holder of public office, Theodore Roosevelt was one of the boldest
exponents of the American West. He wrote a number of works on the
subject and his best Ranch Life and the Hunting Trail (first published
in 1888) is one of the great classics on the cowman and his way of life.
The work, moreover, contains vivid personal accounts of Roosevelt's
own remarkable experiences out in that part of the country. As one of
Roosevelt's biographers later wrote: "Roosevelt proved what he was
constrained to prove again and again throughout his life - that he was
a man among men. Not only had he held his own on the roundup, captured two thieves at gun point, and showed his mettle in dozens of other
incidents, but he had comported himself with dignity, discretion, and
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bravery when threatened with a duel. What most men sublimated,
Theodore Roosevelt had experienced."
Ranch Life and the Hunting Trail was reprinted several times
around the turn of the century, but nothing has ever appeared which
approached the beautiful qualities of the recent edition of The Pemberton
Press, 1 Pemberton Parkway, Austin, Texas. Printed on high quality
enamel paper, on an oversize 91;2" x 121;2" format, this is indeed a
distinctive production, worthy of its distinguished contents.
The most exceptional feature of this volume is the eighty-three
illustrations by the great Frederic Remington. From the textual sketches
such as "Old-Style Texan Cowman," "Mexican Vaquero," and "A
French Canadian Trapper" to the large full-page illustrations such as
"The Round Up" and "Opening of the West," Remington handsomely
complements Roosevelt's thrilling narrative from beginning to end.
In a new introduction, written especially for this edition, Mr. J. P.
Bryan, J r. states that "Roosevelt and Frederic Remington were long-time
friends, with many similarities of character and experience. Remington
had provided illustration for Roosevelt's writings in numerous magazine
articles, and their teaming up on Ranch Life and the Hunting Trail
produced one of the most remarkable books ever published on the
American West."
It is good to see this work back in circulation in such attractive garb.

The Front Cover
WHY AUBREY BEARDSLEY IS BACK
BEARDSLEY BACK IN BLOOM AGAIN
IT'S

NOT

pOP,

BUT

BEARDSLEY

BEARDSLEY: ARTIST OF THE NIGHT

THESE ARE TYPICAL of the numerous headlines and titles which
have been popping up in newspapers and magazines all over this country
for the past month or so, all of which indicate there are some modem-day
Americans who are just now waking up and discovering the genius whose
art was the talk of London over half a century ago.
The rage is now on for Beardsley, even to the point of copying
parts of his illustrations for designs on dresses to be worn by artless ladies
who never heard of Beardsley and know nothing of him. A number of
his more noted drawings (such as those originally done for the English
translation of Oscar Wilde's Salome, 1894), have been crudely engraved
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in blown-up elephant size, 23 x 30 inches, poorly printed on inappropriate paper, and hawked at a dollar apiece. The New York City producer
of these monstrosities advertises them as being "beautifully silk-screened
by hand on heavy art stock," but they are nothing of the kind. (Could
this abuse of Beardsley's handicraft be defended on the ground that it is
Art for the Masses and a contribution to instant culture?) Beardsley
would have been amazed and shocked to see his work subjected to such
degradation, and any person who has appreciated Beardsley over the
years is disappointed and disgusted with the product. At the same time,
the market is breaking out with a rash of newly and cheaply manufactured
reprints of beautiful Beardsley books which were originally published
years and years ago, and are now most desirable collectors' items. The
prices however are altogether modern and outrageous.
It all started last year when Mr. Brian E. Reade, Deputy Keeper,
Department of Prints and Drawings, Victoria and Albert Museum, London, rather casually installed an unusually extensive and attractive
Beardsley Exhibition. Mr. Reade, a distinguished authority in his field,
is an artist in his own right when it comes to arranging an exhibition,
and his catalogue of the display (compiled with Mr. Frank Dickinson)
is a most scholarly production, quite worthy of its subject matter. The
Exhibition caught on in short order, and the fire of interest was swept
westward across the Atlantic and sparked a Beardsley Show early this
year at the Gallery of Modern Art in New York City. At that point, the
fast buck boys moved in.
During the past forty years very few' Beardsley originals of any
consequence have reached the open market, but back in 1944 the
Curator of Manuscripts and Rare Books of Syracuse University, then
elsewhere and a private collector, spotted one listed in the catalogue of
a reputable New York City auction house:
AN ORIGINAL AUBREY BEARDSLEY DRAWING

Beardsley (Aubrey). Original Pen & Ink Decorative Drawing
of a woman. Full length. Signed in the left hand corner. Matted.
5~ by 9~ inches. Fine, scarce original drawing by the famous
illustrator.
An open-end bid (that is, unlimited; a rather dangerous thing to do)
was sent in, and following the auction, the original drawing passed into
the eager hands of the private collector. There it remained until recently
when it was presented to Syracuse University.
Some collectors like to do a little checking when they have acquired
an unusual item. An inquiry addressed to the New York Public Library
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brought the following reply from the Chief of the Reference Department
of that great institution:
Our Prints Division is unable to identify the original Beardsley
drawing which you possess. All of our Beardsley material has
been searched to no avail, including volumes of his early and
later work, uncollected work, two volumes of drawings published by John Lane; also files of the Yellow Book and Savoy
for which he made illustrations.
It is probable that the drawing in question is an unpublished work by the artist.
The private collector learned from the auction house that the drawing had been consigned for sale by Mr. George S. Hellman, well-known
American author and art critic, so a letter was written to him, requesting
whatever information he might be able to furnish relative to the Beardsley
piece. On 8 May 1944, Mr. Hellman replied:
The drawing you refer to was bought by me some five or
ten years ago. It was the only Aubrey Beardsley drawing that I
wished to acquire from a decidedly important collection of
drawings at the art gallery of R. H. Macy & Co. The exhibition
was especially advertised in the New York papers. There were
many important French, Italian, and English original drawings
in the collection. I do not recall the name of the collector who
formed the collection, but he undoubtedly was a connoisseur.
It is this drawing which is reproduced (in a reduced size) on the
front cover of the present issue of The Courier. This is its maiden
publication.

29

NOW IS THE TIME

Dear Friend and Supporter:
You are cordially invited to entertain the suggestion that now is
the opportune time to come to the aid of Syracuse University Library
Associates, and to renew your annual affiliation with that organization.
This may be done by either (or both) of two ways: donations of
property (books, stocks, securities, etc.) or contributions in the form of
checks.
Depending upon the value of the property or the amount of the
check, you may become enrolled as:
AN ASSOCIATE MEMBER by contributing $10 or more in any year;
A SUSTAINING MEMBER by contributing $100 or more in any year;
or
A LIFE MEMBER by contributing $1,000 or more in any year.
All contributions are tax deductible within legal limits.
Checks should be made payable to: SYRACUSE UNIVERSITY,
and communications should be addressed to:
LIBRARY ASSOCIATES
Syracuse University
Syracuse, New York 13210

The Board of Trustees of Library Associates is confident of your
early and generous response and looks forward to your participation in
the activities of Syracuse University Library.
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